CHAPTER XXXHI A CAREER CUT SHORT
Reading HPo read poetry is a solace. Not that I am a careful, much, of poetry 1 less a profound, reader of verse, I read as 1 watch the' landscape from a train, seeing hills and valleys, rivers and the sea, towns and villages under sun or cloud, by clay or in the evening light I was pleased when Frances Cornforcl dedicated to me her book of poems, Differs Days. Frances came to dine with us one night when Ralph Hodgson was with us. They talked together of dreams, and Ralph told of how certain lines came to him in his sleep; such lines as 'so time moves slowly on whitening old city churches', And another time, in a dream, when lie felt the presence of a spirit of malevolence;
Withhold a spirit from the mouth of I (ell, But entertain a devil all your days,
Frances said, "The only piece I ever wrote in a dream was when I saw this verse printed up in my mind's eye:
How well the Hippopotamus Digests his daily dinner, Because he makes no sort of fuss Gets fat instead of thinner,'
It pleased me too that my children made friends with the Cornford children, the two elder ones, Helena and John, who were nearer their own ages. John as a child was unusually independent and fearless, At the age of sixteen he had already gained a senior scholarship at Trinity College, Cambridge, Too young to enter the University, he came to the